A figneof dignity, a garifli flag, 

To be theaime ofeuery dangerous flint, 

A Queene inieft, onely toftllthefceane: 

"Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers ? 
Where be thy children, wherein doft thou ioy? 

Who lues to thee, and cries, God fane the Queene ? 
Where be the bending fleeres that flattered thee 
Where be the thronging troupes tha t followed -thee ? 
Decline all this, arid fee what now thou art, : 

For happy wife, a moft diftrefled widdow ; 

For ioy full mother, ofte.that wailes the name ; 

For Queene, a very catife, crownd with care ; 

For one being fued.too,one that humbly, fues j 
For one commanding all, obeyed of none: 

For one that Icornd at me,now Icornd of me. 

T hits hath the courfe of iuftice w hel’d about. 

And left me but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no mere but thought of what thou art. 

To torture thee the more being what thou art, , 

Thou didftvfurpe my place, and doll thou not 
V urpe theiuft proportioriof my'foirow ? . - r:: .TV 

Now thy proud necke,heares balfe my burdened yoake t 
From which, euf,n hwe,.L flip my wearied necke, 1 

And leaue the burthen oflit alhcnthce: 

Farewell torkes wife,and ; Queene bfftt'd rrriichatice, 

Thefe EngJifli woes wiflroake'irie imile'iri France 
£ht,. O 'thou weif skj!din.curles, flay a while. 

And teach me how tO'CUrfe mine enemies’. ! • ri Urn: 
jQJWar. Forbeareto, fleepe the night.andfaftthe day. 
Compare deaths happineffe with Jiuirig woe, 
Thirikethat *hy babes w a re fairer then they were, 

_ And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Bettring tfly lofle make the bad caufeworler, 

Henoluing this, will teach thee how to curfe. 

^*.l>Ay words are dull,0 quicken tbemwitb thine. 
l £T.M.Thy woes will makethem fl\arp,& pierce like mine 
T-vt. Why fliouldcalamity be full ofwords? Exit -Ma. 
.£?. Windy atturnies to your clients woes, 

Aiery fucceeders of inteftate iqyes, 

' •" Poojtf 


r-^rxar rp>t * v r 


' Wthina orators of miferies, - _ 

?QOl ^m h 3 uetcope,though what they do impart f . 

they e“afe. the heart. ^ • 

% jf to then be not toung-tide, goe with me. 

. ?;irh- breath of bitter words, lets Another , 

Mv d damned tonne, which thy, two tonnes firfothecd 
K g s Drum , be copious in exclaimes. 
lb %rHerKiH Richard , marching mth Drums , 

* •*“ & ' and Trumpets. 

jC in e t Who intercepts my expedition ? < 

Put- A Are, that might haue intercepted tnec P 

p v flrangling thee in her accurfed wombe, . 

all the daughters wretch, that thou haft oone, 

F IT Haft thou that forehead with a golden C r owne 3 
tvfcre fhould be grauen , if that right were .right, 

Tht naSerof-a. Prince .hat ovvde that .Crowne, 

Sd he lire dead, of my two Tonnes, and brothers = 

Trt me thou viitaine flanc , where are my children ? 
iiS tode,thoi, tode.whereisthy brother 0.ra>«f 

island mmngs.Krners/augh^firaj l 
fcr. A flourifh Trumpets, ftrikealarum Drums, 
let not the heauensheare thefe tel-tale women 
Rayleon rhelordsAnoynted, Smkelfay. 

Evther be patient, and intreat me faire, /«***. 

Or with the clamorous reports of warre. 

Thus will I drownd your exclamations, - 

Dftt- Art thou my tonne?- - 

King. I, I thanke God , my Fathered your felfe. 

D«t. Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Tine. Maddami haue a touch of your conation* 

Which cannot brooke the accent ofreproofe. 

But. I will be mild and gentle in my fgeech- 
Ki*r. And brie'e good mother for laipi ift. 

But Artu ou to haftie,! haue ftayd for thee, 

. God knows in anguifti, paine, and agome- 

Km?. And came I not at laft to comtort you ? 

But. No by the h dy rood thou knowft it weli, >. ... 
Thoucamft on.earth,to make the earth my lierU 

A 
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